The man took In her whole appearance: the black wig,
the grease paint, the costume of a Spanish dancer, the
blazing shawl, the high comb, the expressive hands, the
hundred upswept wrinkles in her face and all this in the
midst of crowded Fortieth Street.

"Very pleased to meet you. I am Cyril Durham/' he said.
They stared at each other for another moment and then they
burst into laughter, both of them. He took off his coat,
wrapped her into it, and said: "Where can I take you?"

"I must run," she said.

" Okay, let's run/' he answered, putting his arm under her
elbow.

When the signals for the beginning of the second act
flashed through the house and Sybil was at last in her
dressing-room, she took a deep breath of relief. Thank
heavens, the tapirs had left. Sasha was in the process of
being dressed by Slickum and would not want to see her
before his big scene. The trunk with her costumes was
packed and ready to be taken to the boat. The ensemble
with the blue fox seemed to look expectant, disturbed and
yet limp with fatigue as she hung it on the rack in the corner.
She felt like that herself; excited yet tired. She would wear
it to-night with the blue fox jacket which Sasha had given
her as a wedding gift. There would be more reporters, more
photographers, more publicity, more fuss on the Norwandie.
Naggy had gone ahead to arrange everything. Leaving the
States and going to Europe with Bhakaroff was always such
a muddle. She knew it because she had followed him for
five years from one continent to the other in order to keep
her studies uninterrupted. For five years she had been an
unimportant shadow, trailing after the great man. To-night,
for the first time, her departure was headline stuff too. She
had made a name of her own during this season* I wish it
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